JOAN    OF    ARC
diplomacy, because to both she applied the same simple
straightforward tests of motive and conduct. "You say
you are my judge/5 she burst out at him when he tried
to interfere in Beaupere's examination a few minutes later;
"take care what you do! For I am truly sent by God
and you are putting yourself in grave peril."
She seems to have been right: at least the Church
which she defied and Cauchon claimed to represent has
made her a saint, and only refrained by the use of a
judicious charity from calling him a blackguard. The
faith in God and the equally mystic modern faith in the
selective wisdom of time have this in common, that
truth is mighty and shall prevail, while falsehood must
from its very nature perish. At least the converse is
something that neither sceptic nor believer finds it easy
to face. . . .
While the bishop and various of his colleagues were
trying to browbeat Joan into taking the oath, Master
Jean Beaupere stood impassively by and cogitated on
how he might turn Joan's obstinacy against her. "When
did you last hear the Voices?" he inquired pleasantly.
"Yesterday and to-day."
"What did they tell you?"
"To answer boldly."
"Did they forbid you to answer the questions we put
to you?"
It was a cunning snare. If it was the Voices who
advised her not to answer they could not be divine, for
how could God instruct anybody to oppose His own
Church? Whereas if Joan was defying the court of her
own will, what was all this talk about doing nothing
except by command of the Voices.?
Joan saw the dilemma. First she took refuge as usual
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